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“ Is there no balm in Gilead; is there no physician there.”—J rr. viii. 22. 



2. Your many sins are all forgiven, 
Oh, hear the voice of Jesus; 

Go on your way in peace to heaven, 
And wear a crown with Jesus. 

•5. All glory to the risen Lamb ! 

I now believe in Jesus; 

I love the blessed Saviour’s name, 

I love the name of Jesus. 

4. His name dispels my guilt and fear, 
Ns other name but Jesus ; 

Oh, how my soul delights to hear 
The precious name of Jesus. 


5. Come, brethren, help me sing His praise. 

Oh, praise the name of Jesus; 

Come, sisters, all your voice raise, 

Oh, bless the name of Jesus. 

6. The children too, both great and small, 

Who love the name of Jesus, 

May now accept the gracious call 
To work and live for Jesus. 

7. And when to the bright world above 

We rise to see our Jesus, 

We'll sing around the throne of love 
His name, the name of Jesus. 


( 


No. 50. <T1)C ©nllcjr of Blessing. 


«* Thou.hast put gladness in my, heart."— Psalm iv. 7. 
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r rT e-t-" 

have en- tered the val - ley of hless-ing so sweet, And Je - sus a.- 


. bides with me there; And rfs Spi -lit aid blood make my dean-sing com - 
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plete, And His per-feet love cast-eth out: fear. 


Chorus. 


Oh, come to this 




I val 
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val -ley of blessing so sweet, Where Je-sus will fulness be-stow ; And be r 


lieve, and re-ceive, and con- fess Him, 
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That all His sal-va-tionmay knowi 


2.There is peace in , thc 7 ^ h y of “^ 3mg S ° ^’sJch as°none but the'wood-wfshed may 

And^here'^refitfbrthe weary^worn’traveller'sjeet. When -mes ^-deemed sp.r-to 

And joy for the sorrowing heart. 

. There’s a song in the valley of blessing so sweet, 

And angels would fain join the-stmn, 

As with rapturous praises we bow at ms leer. 

Crying, “ Worthy the Lamb that was slain. 















































































no. 5i. $ to Cell tfje 


Almost ^enmabeb. 

Almost thou persuadest me to be a Christian.”—A cts xxvi. 28. 
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Chorus. 
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1 love to tell the Sto - ry, ’Twill be my theme in g 


Seems now some 

soul 
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say, 

"Go, 
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Je - sus and His 
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Some more con - ve - nient day 
Prayers rise from hearts so dear: 
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On Thee I’ll call.” 
0 wan - derer, come 1 


I love to tell the Story: 

More wonderful it seems 

Than all the golden fancies 
Of all our golden dreams. 

I love to tell the Story: 

It did so much for me: 
And that is just the reason 
1 tell it now to thee. 


I love to tell the Story: 

*Tis pleasant to repeat 
What seems, each time I tell it 
More wonderfully sweet. 

I love to tell the Story: 

For some have never heard 
The message of salvation' 

From God’§ own Holy Word. 


> i 
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I love to tell the Story: 

For those who know it best 

Seem hungering and thirsting 

To hear it, like the rest. 

And when, in scenes of glory, ■ 

I sing the New, New Song, 

*Twill be—the Old, Old Storv 

That I have loved so long. 

“ Almost persuaded,” harvest is past! 

, “ Almost persuaded,” doom comes at last 1 

“ Almost ” cannot avail; 

11 Almost ” is but to fail! 

Sad, sad, that bitter wail— 

“ Almost —but lost! ” 
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No. 53. &U tO Cj)riSt ft (B^t ♦ 

“ Who His own self bare our sins.”—i Peter ii. 24. 



A 





2. Lord, now indeed I find 

Thy power, and Thine alone, 
Can change the leper’s spots, 

And melt the heart of stone. 

3. For nothing good have I 

Whereby Thy grace to claim— 
I’ll wash my garments white 
In the blood of Calvary’s Lamb. 


4. When from my dying bed 

My ransomed soul shall rise, 
Then “ Jesus paid it all ” 

Shall rend the vaulted skies. 

5. And when before the throne 

I stand in Him complete. 

I’ll lay my trophies down, 

All down at Jesus’ feet. 


No. 54 . ft ant Comm# to tijz Cross. 

“ Him that cometh to Me I will in no wise cast out.”— John vi. 37. 

N -N—1- 
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1. I am com-ing to the cross; I am poor, and weak, and blind; I am 

2. Long my heart has sighed for Thee,Long has e - vil reigned with- in; Je-sus 

3. Here I give my-self to Thee,Friends,apdtime,andearth-ly store, Soul and 

A J _r:t ;* = «v' 


Cho.—I am trust-ing, Lord, in Thee, Blest Lamb of Cal - va - ry; Humbly 


f ' s r t f f ■ 5 r 

: - mg all but dross; I shall full sal - va - tion find. 

: - ly speaks to me— “ I will cleanse you from all sin.” 

- dy Thine to be— Whol - ly Thine for e - ver - more. 

--- V -£- - y~- —r- V -?-—p-1 

Thy cross I bow—Save me, Je - sus, save me now. 


4. In the promises I trust, 

Now I know the blood applied; 
I am prostrate in the dust, 

I with Christ am crucified. 


5. Jesus comes! He fills my soul! 
'Perfected in Him I am : 

I am every whit made whole; 
Glory, glory to the -Lamb. 
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1. There are an - gels hove-ring round, There are an-gels hovering round, 

2. To carry the ti-dings home, To carry the ti-dings home, 
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3. To the new Jerusalem, 4. Poor §inners are coming home. 

To the new Jerusalem, Poor sinners are coming home. 

To the new, the new Jerusalem. Poor sinners, sinners are coming home. 


5. And Jesus bid* them come; 

And Jesus bids them come. 

And Jesus, Jesus bids them come. 
















/No. 56, 


jle. 

" Bless me, even me also, O my Father.”— Gen. xxvii. 38. 
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Lord, I hear of showers of bless-ing Thou art scattering full and free— ] 
| Showers, the thirs-ty land refresh-ing; Let some droppings fall on me- 




2. Pass me not, O gracious Father 1 

Sinful though my heart may be ; | 

Thou might’st leave me, but the rather I 
Let Thy mercy fall on me—Even me. 1 

3. Pass me not, O tender Saviour! 

Let me love and cling to Thee ; 

I am longing for Thy favour ; 

Whilst Thou’rt calling, oh, call me— 
[Even me. 


4. Pass me not, 0 mighty Spirit 1 

Thou canst make the blind to see: 
Witnesser of Jesus’ merit, 

Speak the word of power to me— 
[Even me. 

5. Love of God, so pure and changeless, 

Blood of Christ, so rich and free, 
Grace of God, so strong and boundless, 
Magnify them all in me—Even me. 


6. Pass me not, Thy lost one bringing, 

Bind my heart, O Lord, to Thee ; 

While the streams of life are springing, 
Blessing others, oh, bless me—Even me. 


No. 57. 


” For Thy name’s sake, lead me and guide me.”—P salm xxxi. 3. 


Guide me, O Thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrim through this barren land : 

I am weak, but Thou art mighty ; 
Hold me with Thy powerful hand : 

Bread of heaven, 

Feed me till I want no more. 


2. Open now the crystal fountain, 

Whence the healing waters flow ; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey through : 
Strong Deliverer, 

Be Thou still my strength and shield. 


3. When I tread the verge of Jordan, 

Bid my anxious fears subside ; 

Bear me through the swelling current, 
Land me safe on Canaan’s side : 

Songs of praises 
I will ever give to Thee. 


. ( ( 

No. 58. 

©Hasfjeti tit tiie 3$tooti oi tfie ilantf). 

“I am sweeping through the gates, washed in the blood of the Lamb.’’—Rev. Alfred Cookuan. 

„ , y°yf ull y■ ____._._ 1 _. s. , _ 


J i. Who, who are these be - side the chil-ly wave, Just on thebor-ders 
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of the si-lent grave, Shouting Je-su’s power to save,* 1 Washed in the blood of the 

£222A J J Jl 44^ i j>j 


Chorus. 
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Lamb?” “ Sweep-ing thro’ the gates” of the New Je-ru - sa-lem, 
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2nd time. 
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be blood of the Lamb.” 


11 Washed in the blood of the Lamb,” . . . “ Washed in the blood of the I 
in the blood of the Lamb. 
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2. These, these are they who, in their 4. 

youthful days, [ways 

Found Jesus early, and in wisdom’s 
Proved the fulness of His grace, 

“ Washed in the blood of the Lamb.” 

3. These, these are they who, in afflic- 5. 

tion’s woes, 

Ever have found in Jesus calm repose, 

Such as from a pure heart flows-, 

“ Washed in the blood of the Lamb.” 


These, these are they vho, in the con¬ 
flict dire, 

Boldly have stood amid the hottest fire: 
Jesus now says : “ Come up higher,” 

“ Washed in the blood of the Lamb.” 

Safe, safe upon the ever-shining shore, 
Sin, pain, and death, and sorrow, all 
are o’er; 

Happy now and evermore, 

“ Washed in the blood of the Lamb.” 















No. 59. 

ditto me tije Wtncjs of dfattf)* 


“ Here we have no continuing city.”—H eb. xiii. 14. 


Solo. 



i. Give me the wings of faith to rise, With-in the vail, and see the 



saints a-bove, how great their joys, How bright .their glo - ries be. 



Many are the friends who are waiting to-day, Happyonthegolden strand; 


Chorus. 
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Once they were mourners here below, 
And poured out cries and tears; 
They wrestled hard, as we do now, 
With sins, and doubts, and fears. 

Many are the friends, &c. 

3 - 

I ask them whence their victory came: 

They, with united breath, 

Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb, 
Their triumph to His death. 

Many are the friends, &c. 


no. 60. tj$sr 
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1. Lead me to the Rock that’s high-er Than the rock poor self can show; 

2. Yes, the High-er Rock, so towering, Gives, a - mid life’s rud-est storms, 

— J. 
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Lead me to its per-fect “Shelter,”The“StrongTower”from eve-ry foe. 
Per-fect re-fuge, sur- est safe - ty, Sweet -est rest a - mid a - larms. 
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Chorus. w 

In the High - er Rock.I’m trust-mg,IRest-ful, peace-ful,saved, and free; 


rrrrrrr 1 * 1 1 

’Tis the test - ed Rock of A - ges, Its dear sha - dow shel-ters me. 
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3. ’Tis the Higher Rock that gives"me 

Faith’s glad strength for every hour; 
Oh ! to measure all its gladness, 

All its preciousness of power 1 

4. ’Tis the Higher Rock sustains me 

Joyously from day to day.; 

Lifting heart, and soul, and spirit, 

To the purer, holier way. 


3. ’Tis the Higher Rock that saves me, 
’Tis the Higher Rock I’ve found, 
Where abide the crowning graces— 
Faith and Hope and Lo/e abound 

6. So will I sing praises to Thee— 

For Thy wondrouspower to save; 
Daily ’neath Thy shadow resting, 
Till the victoria palm I va'Ce. 









No. 61. 


&ocft of 


“ The Lord is my defence, and my God is the rock of my refuge.”— Psalm xciv. 22 , 




i. Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, Let me hide mj-self in Thee; 
'D.C. Be of sin the dou-ble cure, Save me from its guilt and power. 
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y Let the wa - ter and the blood, From Thy ri - ven side which flowed. 




2. Not the labour of my hands 3 - Nothing in my hand I bring, 

Can fulfil Thy law’s demands; Simply to Thy cross I cling ; 

Could my zeal no respite know, Naked, come to Thee for drc: s, 

Could my tears for ever flow, Helpless, look to Thee for grace; 

All for sin could not atone; Foul, I to the fountain fly, 

Thou must save, and Thou alone. Wash me, Saviour, or I die. 

4. While I draw this fleeting breath, 

When mine eyes shall close in death, 

When I soar to worlds unknown, 

See Thee on Thy judgment throne, 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee. 

no. 62 . 3Jesus, ilote of JHp ©mil 


“ The Lord will be a refuge in times of trouble.”— Psalm ix. 9. 

( Je-sus, Lo - ver of my soul, Let me to Thy bo-som 
1- | While the near-er wa-ters roll, While the tempest still is 
D.C Safe in - to the ha-venguide, Oh, re ceive my soul at 
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Hide me, O my Sa-viour, hide, 
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2. Other refuge have I none, 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee; 
Leave, oh, leave me not alone ; 

Still support and comfort me. 

All my trust on Thee is stayed; 

All my help from Thee I bring ; 

Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of Thy wing. 

3. Thou, O Christ, art all I want; 

More than all in Thee I find: 

Raise the fallen, chegr the faint. 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 


Till the storm of life is 


Just and holy is Thy name, 

I am all unrighteousness: 

Vile and full of sin I am, 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 

4. Plenteous grace with Thee is found— 
Grace to cover all my sin: 

Let the healing streams abound; 

Make me, keep me, pure within. 
Thou of life the fountain art, 

Freely let me take of Thee; 

Spring Thou up within my heurt. 

Rise to all eternity 
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No. 64 



No. 65. 


<& 38ag* 





Chorus. 
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1 J- - a.a H.orf Hieh heaven, that heard (he solemn vow,- 

Now rest, my long-divided hea^ _ H f hat vow ren ewed shall daily hear, 

Fixed on this blissful centre, rest , thi life's latest hour I bow, 

Nor ever from thy Lord depart, bond so dear. 

With Him of every good possessed. And Dless in aeaui a 



































































No. 66 


aaiotli, for tfjc fltcjfjt is Conttns. 
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I. Work, for the night is com - ing, Work thro’the morn-ing hours; 





Work, while the dew is spark-ling, Work ’mid spring-ing flowers; 
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Work, when the day grows bright - er. Work, in the glow-ing sun, 
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Work, for the night is com - ing, When man’s work is done. 


Work, for m night is coming, 
Work through the sunny noon ; 
Fill brightest hours with labour, 
Rest comes sure and soon. 

Give every flying minute 
Something to keep in store; 
Work, for the night is coming, 
When man works no more. 


Work, for the night is coming, 
Under the sunset skies ; 

While their bright tints are glowing, 
Work, for daylight flies. 

Work, till the last beam fadeth, 
Fadeth to shine no more: 

Work, while the night is darkening, 
When man's work is o'err 


l 
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No. 67. 

Wbm f 8 a Beautiful &antr on gtcjlK 

Duet. 

1. There's a beau-ti-Cul land dn high, To its glo - ries I fain would fly, 

2 . There’s a beau-ti - ful land on high, And my kin - dred its bliss en - joy; 
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When by sor-row pressed down, I long for my crown, In that beauti-ful land on 1 
Me-thinks I now see how they’re waiting for me, In that beauti-ful land on 1 


( Me-thinks I m 

^§z?~*z*zE«zzzji 


Chorus. Cheerfully . 
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) In that beau-ti-ful land I'll be From earth and its cares set free; My 
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In that beau-ti-ful land I'll 
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Je - sus is there, He’s gone to prepare A place in that land for 
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There’s a beautiful land on high; There’s a beautiful land on high, 

And though here I oft weep and sigh, j Where we never shall say u Good-bye \ n 

My Jesus hath said that no tears shall be ■ When over the river we’re happy for ever 
In that beautiful land on high. [shed | In that beautiful land on high. 
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Je -sus the wa-ter of life has given Free - ly for ^ „ • 

Come to that fountain, oh, drink and five! Flowing for eve ' ry sinned 
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Chorus. 


Duet. 


The Spi . pit and die Bride sap,Come; free . !y, free . ty, free . I r And 
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Chorus. 


2. Jesus has promised a home in heaven, 

Freely, freely, freely; 

Jesus has promised a home in heaven. 
Freely to those that love Him. 
Treasures unfading will there be given 
Freely, freely, freely; 

Treasures unfading will there be given 
Freely to those that love Him. 

3. Jesus has promised a robe of white, 

Freely, freely, freely; 

Jesus has promised a robe of white, 
Freely to those that love Him. 


Kingdoms of glory, and crowns of light, 
Freely, freely, freely; 

Kingdoms of glory, and crowns of light) 
Freely to those that love Him. 

4. Jesus has promised eternal day, 

Freely, freely, freely; 

Jesus has promised eternal day, 

Freely to those that love Him. 

Pleasures that never shall pass away, 
Freely, freely, freely; 

Pleasures that never shall pass away, 
Freely to those that love Ilim. 


No. 71 . Cojtmp tfie ©abtour Calls. 
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The fountain of life is flow - ing, flow-ing, free - ly flowing; The 
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ye be - night-ed souls, Why Ion - ger roam 


2.To-day the Saviour calls; 3.To-day the Saviour calls: 4.The Spirit calls to-day: 
Oh, listen now! For refuge fly; Yield to His power; 

Within these sacred walls The storm of jusdee falls, Oh, grieve Him not away I 
To Jesus bow. And death is nigh. ’Tis mercy’s hour. 






























































